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said Mrs, Sutton. " It is a whitish maggot.
But some ugly looking things are very use-
ful to us."

" I like pretty things best," said Rose.' ":,

8.  " Well, the fly is pretty enough when
he is grown up.   He has to wait, you see."
I was pleased to hear the kind old lady say
this, and I nodded my head and washed
my face with my feet.

9.  " And so it is your birthday on Mon-
day, Rose," went on her granny.    " And
I suppose it is time to be thinking about
the party and the fun we are to have ? "

10.  Rose looked up. beaming with de-
light at these words.   Though she had not
been born as a grub in a sink, I thought
that she looked pretty too,

11.  "We must get Miss Bush to write
the letters for us, Rose, and ask the little
girls ,and boys to come and spend the day
with you.   Run now and see if she will be
so good as to do it now."

"Oh, very well," said Rose.    And she
went out with a skip.

Write:   A house-fly is born in the sink.